WITHIN THE GATES         SCENE
uneasy-looking and sadly  lined.    He
seems restless and timid^ coming down a
few steps, going back and standing again
to watch.}
READERS (singing low but steadily behind their
papers}:
Gold and silver's grown a god, grown a god,
grown a god;
Gold and silver's grown a god,
My fair lady!
YOUNG WHORE (singingin reply savagely):
Let it fall to pieces then, pieces then, pieces then;
Let it fall to pieces then,
My fair lady!
(She  surveys  the  READERS for a few
moments^ looking at them thoughtfully.
Then she ironically lifts her hand in a
gesture for silent reverenced)
YOUNG   WHORE.  Hush,   hush,   the   oblate
brothers are busy reading the gospel for the day.
Sucking in holy thoughts of holy wisdom.    Let
us pray.    Oh Lucifer, Lucifer, who has caused
all newspapers, stars of the morning and stars
of the evening, to be written for our learning,
grant that we may so read that we may always
find punch in them, hot stuff in them, and sound
tips in them, so that both outwardly in our
bodies, and inwardly in our souls, we may get
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